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Clinical Notes. 

Gentleman of ike University Medical College, 

Class oj 1905-6: 

It seems but a few days since I addressed you as 
Juniors, but during these few days you have stepped from 
the rank of Junior to that of Senior, and during these few 
days I have traveled more than twelve thousand miles, 
crossed eight different, waters, traversed as many different 
countries, and visited and used the moneys of as many 
different nationahties. j[ And at the farthest point east in 
my journey, while you*were retiring at bed-time, I was 
making my morning toilet for breakfast. 

After our winter's semester, ray time was taken up 
about as usual. Of course there were no students here, 
nor lectures to give, but the work at the eye and ear 
clinic, as well as at 805 McGee Street, went on as usual, 
with now and then a visit to the fann.- For it is there in 
sweet Nature, with the birds and the squirrels, the rab- 
bits and the woodchucks, picking apples and berries, 
drinking spring water, apple cider, and Jersey cow milk, 
climbing trees, etc., that I go once or twice a week for 
recreation, for renewed strength and vigor. 
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6 Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 

In the language of the poet, I would say: 
"To him who in the tove of Nature holds 
Communion with her visible forms, she speaks 
A various language ; for his gayer hours 
She has a voice of gladness, and a smile 
And eloquence of beauty, and she glides 
Into his darker musings with a mild 
And healing sympathy, that steals away 
Their sharpness ere he is aware. 

When thoughts 
Of the last bitter hour come like a blight 
Over thy spirit, and sad images 
Of the stem agony, and shroud, and pall, 
And breathless darkness, and the narrow house. 
Make thee to shudder and grow sick at heart, 
Go forth under the open sky, and list 
To Nature's teachings, while from all around, 
Earth and her waters, and the depths of air, 
Comes a still voice." ****** 
It was my purpose this summer to visit the Pacific 
Coast and attend the American Medical Association at 
Portland, Oregon (in fact, I was booked for a paper be- 
fore the Section of Ophthalmology) ; but Mrs. Tiffany 
wanted to see the "Land of the Midnight Sun," so, as a 
compromise, with the understanding that I should spend 
a portion of the time in the eye and ear clinics with 
the oculists and aurists, we planned our journey through 
Norway, Sweden, and Denmark. 

After looking up several routes and sailings of the 
different ships, we finally decided upon our old friend that 
had taken us safely and comfortably across several times 
before — the good ship Ivemia, of the Cunard Line; a 
floating palace, as it were, for hTe on this large, com- 
modious ship, of 14,000 tons, more than 2,000 people are 
nicely housed, and one has all the comforts and many of 
the luxuries of home, besides enjoying the inspiration of 
kindred spirits. 
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Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 7 

Believing that it may be of interest to you, I shall 
nanate briefly some of the incidents of our trip to and 
from the "Land of the Midnight Sim," But before 
taking up the narrative I want to ask of Dr, Howard if 
the old blind man by the name of Collar is at the clinic. 
He was to be here the first Saturday of October for an 
operation. I was especially interested in this case be- 
cause of the circumstances which brought him under my 
observation and care. It was on the i6th of March, 1905, 
as I was sitting in my front office reception-room for a few 
moments' rest after a very busy day (the assistants and 
office-girls had gone), that through the open door uncere- 
moniously a boy with an arm-full of papers and a face full 
of the glow of human kindness asked in a courteous 
manner if this was Dr. Tiffany. I replied, "That is my 
name." "Well, there is an old man down here on Cherry 
Street who is going blind, he thinks from old age. Do 
people go blind from old age, Doctor?" "Sometimes 
they do, from senile cataract." "Well, there isn't any- 
thing the matter with his eyes as I can see; they look as 
bright as mine, but he is nearly blind. The old gentle- 
man is a nice old fellow, and he has been asking me every 

day if I would see Dr. T and ask him if he would be 

so good as to call and see him. He feels that your time is 
so precious that you could not afford to call without big 
pay. But, Doctor, if you will go andsee him, I will leave 
a copy of the Star here every night for one year. I have 
been on this route for eight years, and you can inquire if I 
am not a boy of my word. The old man is a stranger to 
me, but I am willing to do this much to help him, if pos- 
sible, regain his sight." "What did you say his name and 
addressis?" "Well, hisname i.'J Collar; I don't know his 
first name, but he Uves at 92 1 Cherry Street. Will you go 
and see him. Doctor?" "Can't he come and see me here 
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8 Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun.*' 

at the^office or at^my public clinic?" "No, Doctor; he 
has had a 'stroke' and can't walk. Will you go and see 
him?" "Yes; I will go to-morrow." , "I thank you, and 
feel if anyone can help him, you can. ^I shall leave you a 
copy of the paper to-night." (The paper has been left 
every moming and evening since, and the year is now 
more than half gone.) On the following evening, after 
the day's work at the College and office, I walked around 
to 921 Cherry Street, and knocked at the front door, but 
got no response. A man at the adjoining house said, 
'You had better go to the side door." Here I met a 
kindly old lady, rather scantily dressed, but very tidy. 
She ushered me into a room with few articles of furniture, 
but everything clean and neat, where sat an old man of 
about three score and fifteen years. I said, "This is Dr. 

T , come to see an old blind man." "Oh, yes. We 

are glad to see you, but how did you happen to come?" 
"The newsboy asked me to do so, saying he would leave a 
copy of the Star every night for a year if I would but make 
one visit and see what could be done for the old blind 
man." "Did he do that? God bless his soul! I felt 
that he was good and kind, but I did not think that he 
would be so mindful of us poor old people. We have 
gotten along very well until father had the 'stroke.' I 
saw him coming hobbling down the street and I ran to 
meet him. It was all we could do to get him in, and then 
we knew for the first time he was blind." 

But, gentlemen, I must not tarry longer over this 
case at the present time. You say that he is not here? 
Well, perhaps he has gone to the land where he needs no 
longer the human sight; if so, it may be just as well. 
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Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 9 

From the Interior to the Coast. 
The twenty-eighth of July is the day of our starting 
on the trip. It is a busy day, for many patients rush in 
just before the eve of our departure, and added to this are 
some taxes to be paid, several little things to do, incident 
to our departure; but 6 o'clock finds us seated in Parlor 
"D" of Coach "Dynamene" on the Burlington Route. 
We go into the "diner" and partake of some of the good 
things procured from this rich country we are passing 
through — viz., Missouri, one of the most productive 
States of the Union. The tables are decorated with 
bouquets of beautiful roses, pinks, and ferns, and the 
menu calls for a bounteous selection of good things from 
this commonwealth. The following morning brings us to 
Chicago, where we have ample time to transfer baggage 
and secure tickets for Boston via the Michigan Central 
and Lake Shore, with the privilege of stopping off at 
Niagara Falls. Leaving Chicago, we miss the diner with 
restaurant. Here one must pay a dollar a meal, whether 
he wishes Uttle or more, and, strange to remark, though 
traveling east, we are impressed with the feeling that 
there is a lack of courtesy among the officials and serv- 
ants compared with that farther west. I went into the 
smoking-car, which at the time was not occupied. I took 
the vacant diair at the window, and, American-like, 
rested my feet on the seat in front, and while I was gazing 
out on the rich fields of grain and fruits we were passing 
through, nearly napping, in comes a burly fellow, with 
diamonds flashing from shirt-front and fingers, from the 
buffet, and unceremoniously slaps my feet with his news- 
paper. This brings at once my hot blood to the surface, 
and I ask him what he wants. He says: "I want this 
seat. You don't want the whole car, do you? If so, you 
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lo Trip io the "Land of the Midnight Sun," 

had better go out and charter a Pulhnan, or, better, a 
freight-car. You come from the backwoods, I guess, but 
now you are down here where the fellows are game." I 
felt like giving him one between the eyes, but remembered 
the old adage, that discretion is the better part of valor, 
I soon saw that he had been partaking rather freely at 
the buffet, so begged his pardon, and. bidding him good- 
night, went to my "sleeper" with a firm resolve that 
in the future I would keep my temper, whatever came 
up. Aside from this little unpleasantness, our trip to 
Boston was uneventful. We did not even stop at the 
Falls, as we had spent several days at this enchanting 
place on previous trips. On the second day we arrive 
in Worcester. Mass., and now we must change for the 

little New England town of Northboro, Mrs. T 's old 

childhood home, which we reach by the electric tram. 
First we must look after that trunk, as they have uo 
baggage-car on the trolley. The new black bag must 
not be set down on the floor, lest it be soiled, so it is 
lugged to the far end of the depot to the express office ; 
but it is Sunday, and the office of the Adams Express 
Company is closed. However, that trunk must be in 
Northboro to-morrow, to give time for packing; so 
finally I buy a ticket round by Framingham and check 
it through. I have no use for the ticket and think 
to sell it, but am told that that would be defrauding the 
road, so, lest an injustice be done, I destroy it. And 
now, loaded with grips and umbrellas {for there are no 
porters here to-day), we make our way across the street 
to the electric tram. We pass through some of Massa- 
chusetts' picturesque country; the fohage is already 
brushed with the autumn tints, trees are laden with 
fruit, and the air is redolent with the new-mown hay in 
its accumulative fragrance. Every time we come to a 
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Trip to the "Land of the Midnight' Sun." ii 

township the conductor comes around for another nickel, 
and it seems as though the towns were numerous. At 
5 o'clock we arrive in the classical little old town of 
Northboro, just about dinner-time, and Sister Mary's 
old-fashioned chicken pot-pie, apple dumplings, and gra- 
ham pudding (all products of the little farm) are fully 
appreciated. Only one day here, and then we must go 
on to Boston, as time must be allowed for shopping be- 
fore sailing. Monday afternoon we are again on the move, 
bag and baggage. Scarcely time is allowed for depositing 
the latter in the United States Hotel across the street, 
when a bolt is made for the purchase of a pair of boots 
and a rain-coat before the shops should be closed. I 
quicken my pace, but among the sea of umbrellas floating 
above the throng of people hastening up and down the 
street, I am lost in the shuffle, and although I peer into the 
shops, I see naught but strange faces; but the happy 
thought comes to me that it is Mosley's, and the oft- 
repeated words come back, "Mosley's is the ideal place for 
boots; no other place could equal this for beautiful cork- 
soled boots." But where the deuce is Mosley's? Oh! 
down on Tremont Street, opposite Boston Common. I 
hie myself to Mosley's, but no one of Mrs. T 's de- 
scription has been here, and after waiting awhile, not- 
withstanding the torrents of rain, I retrace my steps, 
looking into every boot and rain-coat store I can see, but 
of no avail. I go back to Mosley's, but with the same 
result as before. I now telephone to the hotel, but get 
only negative replies. Then through the rain I visit the 
police headquarters and emergency Jiospital, but no per- 
son, sick or well, sane or demented, has been received at 
either place to-day. Three hours have now elapsed. I 
return to the hotel, where I find her Royal Highness at- 
ting in an arm-chair of the parlor, serenely (a bundle on 
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ODT ON DECK, S S. "IVERNIA." 

the tabIe)Jotting down the interesting events of the day. 
I do not ask what the bundle contains, but suggest that 
we go to dinner, and we go immediately. Tuesday morn- 
ing we are on board the Ivernia. We are in good time, 
suilScient to read the several letters wishing us bon voyage 
from friends at home; several of which we answer and 
send back by pilot-boat. 

Crossing the Atlantic. 
And now we are fully out on the broad Atlantic, no 
land in sight, only our ship Ivernia and the vast expanse 
of the billowy deep. Yes, there is more, for out yonder 
a whale is seen plunging amid the waves. And here at 
our boat's side are many porpoises, like droves of hogs, 
diving and skimming the waters. We make some new 

acquaintances, among them Dr. and Mrs. P , with 

their two children, of Auburn, Me, Dr. P is an ocu- 
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list, and is on his way to the European eye and ear cUnics, 
in which he is to spend several months. He sends us to- 
day, at the dinner-table, a couple of bottles of the cele- 
brated Poland spring waters; says that it is one of the 
purest drinking-waters in the worid; and, as far as 
my judgment goes on drinking-water, I also pronounced 
it good. Another gentleman (Purser's table), a Rev. Mr. 

R , is tl^veling under his nom de plume; a very genial, 

clever fellow. He has charge of a church in South Boston, 
and is also an author of some considerable note. He is 
now on his way to London for the purpose of negotiating 
the publication of some of his writings. He is a Vir- 
ginian by birth, but has lived some time in the West. 
Tells me that he used to break horses in Colorado as a 
means of gaining money for his college expenses; said 
that the first story that he wrote which brought him any 
returns was on the Peons or natives of New Mexico; says 
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that they do 
penance b y 
Sagellating 
themselves 
with the aloe 
plant. The 
priest first 
cuts gashes 
up and down 
their backs, 
and then they 
whip them- 
\ selves with 
this plant un- 
til the blood 
runs in 
streams 
down to their 
girdle, which 
is their only 
cl o t h i n g — 
viz., a band 
around the 

waist. Mr. R took a prominent part in the contsrt, 

giving one of his poems, "Babe and Me," in the Negro 
dialect ; rather pathetic, but really a good thing. He and 

Mrs. T were the only ones to give original poems. 

He also conducted the Sunday services, taking as his 
text ' ' Abide. ' ' We all admired and thoroughly liked him. 
Thursday we meet for the first time our^genial Cap- 
tain, W. T. Turner, at whom (with his permission) we 
take a snap-shot while he is taking the ship's bearings 
with his instrument. The Captain has a fine Angora 
kitten, which is a pet of all the passengers. He has 
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Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 

taught him 
several tricks, 
one of which 
is to steal 
handkerchiefs 
from pockets 
and run with 
them into his 
cabin. He is 
very fond of 
his cat, and no 
one must pre- 
sume to take 
him away 
from his cab. 
i n vicinity. 
Much of the 
days are spent 
promenading 
the deck, 
reading, writ- 
ing, playing 
shuffle- board, 
and ringing 
the ropes. Ev- 
erybody makes it a point to see the log and read the daily 
mileage, etc. I always try to walk a mile (thirteen times 
around the deck) as an appetizer before breakfast. This 
evening I met the ship doctor, Dr. Ashley G. Cluffe, who 
invites me to his room for a smoke, and shows me, among 
other books, a little quiz-book on Ophthalmology, by Dr. 
Jonathan Hutchinson, Jr.,- which he says carried him 
through Dr. Swanzy's examination on the eye at Dublin 
College. Friday I go down into the steerage aiid seci^ 



CAFTAIK TAKING BBABINGS. 



,)glc 



l6 Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 

some Kodak 
pictures o f 
the passen- 
gers, espec- 
ially o f the 
tug -of- war ; 
tried to get 
one of the 
pretty run- 
away bar- 
maid and her 
paramo u r — 
the bartender 
(a married 
man, with a 
family in Lon- 
don). It ap- 
pears the au- 
thorities i n 
Boston arres- 
ted this cou- 

TDG-OF-WAB ON S. B. " IVBKNU." , , ^ , 

pie before al- 
lowing them to go ashore, and sent them back on our 
ship. They say that the pretty maid grieved bitterly, 
saying that all her hopes and happiness had been dashed, 
and she did not want to go back to Old England. How- 
ever, when I saw her, she was quite chipper and coy; 
pretended that she did not want her picture taken, 
dodging here and there, but as quickly reappearing with 
sparkling eyes and face wreathed with smiles. To-day 
has been a bright, clear day, no wind. The sea is as 
smooth as a mill-pond, and I secure some views of our 
life here upon the broad Atlantic; among them, the 
playing of shufiBe-board, pitching the rope rings ova- 
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Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 17 

the peg, and 
especially the 
sunset a s Old 
Sol is disap- 
pearing from 
the fleecy 
clouds into 
the ocean. It 
is certainly a 
beautiful pict- 
ure, this sun- 
set at sea as 
we now have 
it. Words 
cannot tell its 
beauty, and 
if one could 
only paint the 
shimmer o f 
light, the 
bright path 

of its rays bgg hack on the "ivebnu." 

across the im- 

dulating surface of the briny deep, the colors and 
the tints, one never having seen it would be in the 
condition of the man who looked upon the celebrated 
painting of the sunset by Turner and remarked to 
the artist that he never saw such coloring in a sunset ; 
Turner in reply said, "But don't you wish you could?" 
Certainly the Kodak gives but a very poor conception of 
this picture as we saw it this Friday night, the fourth 
of ^August. I regret not getting a Kodak picture of the 
big Kaiser^ilhelm, of the North German Lloyd, which 
passed us this afternoon ; but my camera was in the state- 
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room and this 
boat going at 
the rate of 
twenty -five 
miles an hour 
and our Iver- 
nia at about 
twenty; be- 
fore I got 
back with the 
camera the 
distance was 
too great. 
Howe ver, 
with the 
speed of sepa- 
ration of for- 
ty-five miles 
a n hour, i t 
was not like 
that of the 
SUNSET- MID-OCEAN. trains upon 

land, for she 
remained in view for a long time, at least fifteen minutes. 
Wednesday morning, after a very comfortable and 
pleasant voyage, the sea-gulls in great numbers sail about 
our boat, showing that we are nearing the docks of Liv- 
erpool. And now we say good-bye to our fellow saloon 
passengers and take hansom for the Northwestern Hotel, 
which is to be our home for a day or two before going on 
to the Continent. At the hotel we are gladdened by a 
few letters of gtxid tidings from home. The next morning 
after landing in Liverpool, we met Mr. Moore, our Purser, 
who informed us that our young minister and author, the 
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Rev. Mr. 

R , had 

been sho t 

through the 
heart during 
the moonlight 
hours while 
promenading 
the deck; his 
}-eart, he;aid, 
was verily 
pierced by a 
shaft from 
Cupid's bow, 
and before 
landing h e 
had become 
engaged t o 
marry the 
older daugh- 
ter of a mag- 
nate W ll O , SEi-OULLS FOLLOWING SHIP, 

with his two 

daughters, was among our fellow -passengers. They had 
not met before, it being a veritable case of love at first 
sight and iinishing with an engagement during the transit. 

North, Skagerrack and Categat Seas. 
Friday, the i ith, we take train on the Northwestern 
Railroad for Hull, passing through a very picturesque 
country, by the side of rivers and numerous villages. 
The country, from the frequent rains, cool climate,' and 
the hberal fertilization, is clothed in the richest greens. 
By stone walls, ditches, and hedges it is cut up into 
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small irregular fields of grain and meadow. The farmers 
are just now harvesting their wheat, many by the sickle 
or cradle; now and then is seen the old reaper, such 
as we used some forty years ago, the man standing on 
the platform, pitching off the grain, which is bundled 
and then stooped in twos or fours, with the tops bound 
together. 

At Hull we take the ship Angela, Wilson M^e, to 

Christiansands. Captain J is a surly old skijp^; 

wears a full beard with mustache, but lets his lower jaw 
drop, exposing an upper row of white teeth, like a snarhngX 
canine. He never asks, but commands in a fault-finding, 
insolent tone, making everybody feel very uncomfortable. 
We have a tempestuous voyage; for this North Sea is 
the wash-basin of several seas emptying into it, and is 
very choppy. Nearly all of us are off our sea-legs and 
paying our devotions to the god Neptune. Even the 
odors of the ship cause one to almost heave up his boots. 
This is the first day for many years that I have kept my 
bed the entire day. 

Norway. 
Sunday, at 6 o'clock a. m., we arrive at Christian- 
sands. We have two hours to see the town ; we go down to 
Tolbod Gaten. It is a very quiet httle lumber and fishing 
town. The people are yet asleep; now and then a milk- 
maid with her bucket of fresh milk is seen. At Christian- 
sands they change their time to one hour earlier than that 
of English, and so we came near being left, and should 
have been had it not been for the courtesy of our Captain, 
who, notwithstanding his rough exterior, has really a 
kind heart. Now we are in Skagerrack Sea, steaming 
along the coast for Christiania, and as we approach the 
capital of Norway the Fjord narrows and the scenery of 
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both banks' becomes more interestmg\We do not see 
rich corn-fields and orchards, but along the valleys, in 
their stead, patches of barley, rye, oats, and potatoes; 
with the rich green pine- and fir-trees in the distance. 

Christiania is reached about nightfall. We drive 
through the dense mass of people (who literally fill the 
streets) to the H6tel Grand. To-day is the day that they 
voted for a separate government and a king of their own. 
The results of the election are being flashed upon bul- 
letin-boards as are our own returns. Nearly every vote 
is yea, an occasional m€1— only about one-twentieth of 
one per cent, and they say these are by Swedes living in 
Norway. I ask them where they are going for their king. 
They say perhaps Norway, perhaps Sweden, or Denmark, 
or even England. I suggest America, but they say, "No, 
there is no material there," so I don't urge the matter. 
After breakfast (one kroner; fifty ore extra for ice- water), 
we are ready to see this interesting and beautiful dty. 
The first and principal thing we want to see is thp old 
Viking ships of those mysterious and venerated sea- 
farers of prehistoric days, the messenger mayhap of 
Wodan or Odin himself. We inquire of a, sweet little 
blue-eyed, flaxen-haired girl, who very modestly rephes 
in Norwegian, with now and then an English word, and as 
we leave her she makes a very graceful courtesy. By the 
way, all serving women, shop-girls and maidens, courtesy 
on all occasions, which gives to them a peculiar grace and 
charm. Christiania is suppHed with electric Ught, as are 
nearly all the hotels and hamlets; a great boon to this 
land, which before was for one half of the year in dark- 
ness or dimly lighted by the stars or the tallow candles. 
The best hotels are equal to if not better than those in 
England; certainly as good, and for less money. At the 
H6tel Grand one gets an excellent dinner of several 
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courses for three kroner, and a good double room for 
eight or ten kroner, A krone is about twenty-eight 
cents of our money, and it takes one hundred ore to make 
a krone. 

Monday afternoon, August 14th, we take two tram- 
ways to Holraenkollen, one of the several beautiful sub- 
urbs of Christiania. Here is a fine hotel and restaurant. 
It is 519 meters above the sea, and commands one of 
the finest vistas ever seen. A fine orchestra plays at 
the restaurant every afternoon, and here we are at this 
moment (6 p. M.) listening to the strains of classic music, 
sipping coffee, and looking off at a panorama of sea, 
fjords, islands, boats, woods, orchards, and meadows, all 
bright and sparkling with the rays of the departing sun. 
The city down there, of white houses and red tile roofs, 
nestling at the water's edge; the open sea in front; the 
islands of green fir and pine at the right, with the fjord 
or arm of the sea, bedecked with numerous steam and 
saiUng craft, stretching yonder as far as the eye can reach 
— all make a picture worth crossing the seas to see. 

And it is but a stretch of imagination, as we sail these 
placid waters beneath this sunlit fleecy vault of heaven, 
now in its most brilliant array of gold and violet tints 
from the departing orb, skirting the shores immediately 
within the reflections of the dense firs and pines quivering 
beneath our boat, that we see there at the mouth of a 
yawning cave Sigurd darting forth up the rugged cliffs 
to yonder dashing cataract, or there within the bayou the 
swan-like skiff from which the beautiful, gentle Thelma 
has just ahghted with the faithful Britta at her side. 
And further out on the fjord the yacht Eulalie, with Er- 
rington and his field-glass, gazing in wonder and admira- 
tion. Yes, and there within the forest a beautiful country 
home, bedecked with roses and honeysuckles, and the ojd 
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Bonde Gueld- 

mar at the 
threshold, his 
palm shading 
his eyes from 
the bright 
rays o f t h e 
sun now hold- 
1 n g imperial 
revel at mid- 
night. May 
I go still 
further in im- 
agination and 
picture b e- 
yond in the 
Iprd the old 
Viking ship 

enveloped in tbondhjem's domkiske finest church w 

flames and nobway. 

smoke, rapidly bearing forth the soul of the Bonde to 
the halls of Valhalla? 

Christiai?ia is quite a resort now for tourists ; one hears 
at breakfast -table the whirr of nearly as many tongues as 
ii the building of a famous tower of old. just now, as we 
are seated in the H Jtel Grand, a party of I'rerch people 
enter in a great flurry, scolding and croaking at the 
waiters for not bringing their breakfast sc<,i:cr. They 
bolt their food, and each unceremoniously leaves the 
table as he finishes. Finally the autocrat, a large, burly 
fellow, comes and says, "If you want to take this train, 
you must go now," whereupon they all make a stampede 
for the door. 
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But we 

must not tar- 
ry too long at 
Christian! a, 
for, although 
it is a little 
late in the 
season to go 
to Hamerfest 
or the North 
Cape to s e e 
the midnight 
Sim, we shall 
go as far as 
Trondhjem at 
least, for there 
we shall be 
far enough to 
look over and 
see his path 
for the en- 
t i r e night — 
in other 

words, we shall have the twilight the night long. 
August 15th we book for Trondhjem via Hamar and 
alongside of Lake Nyssen, which is 14,801 feet deep; the 
shores are sloping and are covered with numerous fields 

of oats and potatoes. Mrs. T calls my attention to 

the beautiful blossoms of the potatoes, mostly purple, 
instead of white. The peasants are now harvesting their 
oats and hay, which they put upon a pole or wire sus- 
pended by stakes driven into the ground. The ricks are 
very numerous and add picturesqueness to our view. In 
the many lakes we pass there are innumerable pine and 
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COMING THROUGH THE GATES TO FALLS 

fir logs ready for the saw-mills, with which the country 
abounds. Many of these mills are run by water-power 
from the ever-present water-fall. These water-falls also 
furnish very cheap power for the manufacturing of electric 
lights and power for the trams, etc. We reach Hamar 
at 7 P. M., where we change for Trondhjem, taking a 
sleeping-car which is rather narrow, but comfortable. 
The bed stretches across instead of lengthwise the car, the 
corridor or aisle being at one side. We are given some 
army blankets and a pillow for our bed, but no sheets. 
At Hamar we have twenty-four minutes for supper. We 
all go into the room, where upon a long table are many 
platters of meats, fish, vegetables, bread, fruits, cheese, beer, 
coffee, tea, etc. Each person takes a plate and goes about 
selecting from the various dishes what he chooses, then 
takes a seat at a side-table. The beer is included in 
the fare of one and a half kroner. The place is clean, the 
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food i s well 
cooked, and 
we relish very 
much the re- 
past, and are 
pleased with 
the courteous, 
gentle mien 
of the people ; 
n o crowding 

r jostling. 
Xfter dinner, 
w e return t o 
our apart- 
ments, where 

1 sleep well 
till 3 o'clock, 
when I wake 
to find it 
broad day- 
light. Our 
train has 

wound up to the top of the moimtains, and as we speed 
along we look down upon a charming Valley of river, field, 
meadow, and garden. The houses of wood nearly all 
have sod roofs, many with small trees growing thereon. 
The houses and stables are two stories. The stables are all 
built on the side hills, with a driveway into the upper 
story, and I notice a long ladder standing at the side of 
every house, which also has at its side a grindstone. 
This picturesque valley reminds me very much of the 
beautiful one at Orizaba of Old Mexico, only the vege- 
tation, instead of the orange, cocoanut, pineapple, and 
coffee-tree, consists mainly of oats, barley, rye, hay, and 
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potatoes. There are no fruits or berries, but plenty of 
waterfalls and saw-mills, and on the distant hilltops 
patches of white snow. 

As we approach Trondhjem the valley widens and is 
covered with ricks of hay. The farmers here are evi- 
dently in a flourishing condition, for every farm has a 
good house and a large bam. They seem partial to red; 
nearly all of their buildings are painted red, or, if not, 
they have red tile roofs. Nearing Trondhjem we pass 
along the bank of the fjord of the same name, a long arm 
of the sea extending hundreds of miles inland. At 
Trondhjem we put up at the H6tel Grand, where in this 
far north country we are very comfortable indeed. The 
table is first class and the beds are faultless, always fresh 
and clean. One thing in which the Scandinavians excel 
is cleanhness, and they are honest. In buying, you only 
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have to give 
them a piece 
of' money 
sufRci e n 1 1 y 
large to cover 
the price, and 
you need 
have no fear 
but you will 
get back the 
extra change, 
if any. There 
are no beg- 
gars here. 
The people 
are s elf-re- 
specting and 
law -abiding. 
For any little 
kindness o r 
attention they 

HOUSE TBTHEEED do n O t C X- 

. pect a gra- 

tuity, and if you proffer them one, the chances are that 
they will decline with a courteous net, lifting the hat or 
making a courtesy. At Trondhjem we have our first ex- 
perience in the karriol, a two-wheeled vehicle drawn by a 
swift little Norwegian horse. It has a narrow seat with 
chair-back; only wide enough for one person. The driver ■ 
sits behind, and then you go flying up the road. Our 
first drive is up to the falls; we pass through several 
gates in reaching them. In hitching the horse, it is done 
by a strap around one front foot, sometimes around, both. 
They also tether their horses and cows in the meadows by 
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a strap or 
rppe to one 
front foot. 
The drive in 
the karriol by 
the side of the 

hill and dale, 
through the 
crisp moun- 
tain air, was 
very enjoy- 
able, and on 
our return we 
have a good 
appetite for 
dinner. Sev- 
eral postal 
cards and 
pictures are 
secured. r. r. station on the w»t from Norway to Sweden. 

Thursday, August 17th, we take a little basket-wagon 
for two, and drive about ten miles along by the lakeside. 
These lakes are very deep, and the water is so clear one can 
see the fish at many feet below the surface ; and the reflec- 
tion of the trees and foHage from the banks is amazingly 
clear and distinct. The farmers, men, women, and chil- 
dren, are out gathering their hay. The women do the 
loading and stacking, while the men pitch it to them. 
Often women with a group of little ones are seen doing 
their washing at the springs or waterfalls of the mount- 
ains. They wash in cold water, and then spread the 
clothes out upon the grass to bleach and dry. On our 
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WOMAN WASHING ON BOADSIDE. 

return we visit the Museum, which contains a fine col- 
lection of old weavings, spinnings, carpets, and furniture 
of the Norsks of olden time. At 2 p. m. a fine table 
d'hSle awaits us at the hotel. 

SWKDEN. 

Tuesday evening, at 5 p. M., we start for Stockholm. 
The "sleeper" is a little coop, about 3x8, for two persons, 
one bunk above the other, with a narrow corridor at the 
side. Quite a nice little place, however, upholstered in 
plush. For several miles we pass along the bank of the 
Trondhjem Fjord, and in our flight to Stockholm we go 
through Hell, of which I run out and get a Kodak view, 
for the sun is quite high and the atmosphere, instead of 
being murky, is clear. We are again passing through a 
rnost picturesque country. Looking down into thp val- 
ley, the slopes of the mountains are covered with a carpet 
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of dense green grass cut short and with ricks of hay, with 
t'^e river full of boats going in both directions. It seems 
almost like a continuous village, so near together are the 
houses and bams. The houses are mostly white, with 
red tile roofs, while the bams are newly painted red. 
Many of the little houses have sod roofs, with small trees 
growing there. 

We are constantly going up grade, and as we ascend we 
find the mountain tops covered with snow, while the val- 
leys below are mantled with the richest verdure of various 
shades of green. Barley is their principal product here. 
I asked the boy yesterday what he called bariey. He said, 
"Kam." Soon there comes one of the numerous two- 
wheeled carts from the mill laden with large sacks, I say to 
the boy, "Do they contain Aa>^?" and he says, "Nei;mel." 
At 9 :3o we have reached the summit, and we are passing 
through numerous snow-sheds; but it is not cold here to- 
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night. It is 
nearly i o 
o'clock, and 
the twilight is 
bright and 
beautiful; can 
see to read 
and write by 
it. This even- 
ing I find out 
what the ex- 
tra krone i s 
for ; I thought 
that it was for 
the freedom 
o f the cars, 
but no, it is 
for clean 
sheets for the 
^ittle be3. At 
10:15 we 
reach S t o r- 

WHITE BIKCH-TREBS, 

hen, and are 

about to cross the line into Sweden. In come the cus- 
tom-house officers to see if we have any dutiable goods. 
As we move into Sweden the twilight is still as bright a.i 
ever, only that it has moved a little further to the north; 
at II o'clock it has passed under the "Big Dipper," and 
now at midnight it is on either side of the North Star and 
gradually moving eastward and increasing in its intensity; 
so you see we have a twilight the entire night. In fact, 
we are so far north we can almost look over and see Old Sol 
rolling along, just beneath the northern horizon. Stod- 
- dard says, in a description of a similar scene : 
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"MOSBS' seat," STOCKHOLM, 

"At this great height and northern latitude it did not 
sink to the horizon, but merely paused, apparently some 
twenty feet above the waves, then gradually rose again. 
It was the last of countless sunsets which had that day 
been following each other around the globe. It was the 
first of countless sunrises which, hour after hour, in so 
many continents would wake to life again a sleeping world. 
I have seen many impressive sights in many lands, but 
nothing, until time for me shall be no more, can equal in 
solemnity the hour when, standing on this threshold of a 
continent, and on the edge of this immeasurable sea, I 
watched, without one moment's interval of darkness, the 
Past transform itself into the Present and Yesterday be- 
come To-day." 

Friday morning, the i8th, we are upon a fine table- 
land among the lakes and heather. .The ground among 
the pine-trees is covered with the purple bloom. It is a 
bright morning, the air is crisp, and the lakes, waterfalls. 
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pines, 
and ht 
all sparl 
pristine 
liancy, » 
together 
the ozoi 
t^he e 
mor n i 
gives I 
keen ap 
for brea 
and hei 
are at 
minute 
M.) .at 
break 
station, 
teen mi 
is the a 



again w e go ^^^^ ^^ „^„g p^, 

in and help 

ourselves from the sideboard bountifully laden with meat, 
fish, vegetables, fruit, coffee, etc. And now we are pass- 
ing again the lakes, one after another, full of rafts of the 
pine- and fir-trees. Waterfalls and rapids, rapids and 
waterfalls, lakes and rivers, are vying one with the other 
in adding picturesqueness to our view; and the country is 
also well settled. The towns are close together, and we 
whiz by many of them without stopping, for we are ori 
the express train. The road belongs to the Government. 
All the guards are polite and urbane. The conductor 
always salutes before asking for your ticket, and does the 
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same as he returns it. The guard at the station takes the 
position of the soldier on guard, saluting the conductor 
on the approach as well as the departure of the train. 

We are a little surprised to find so many brunettes 
X mong the Norwegians and Swedes; in fact, the majority 
of the people seen at the different places .have dark -brown 
hair, with brown or gray eyes. Scarcely any are fair 
with clear complexions, such as are the emigrants to our 
country; most look weather-beaten. 

At 6 :50 we are due in Stockholm, and exactly on the 
hour we arrive at the beautiful capital of Sweden, the 
■'Venice of the North," of 320,000 inhabitants, the big- 
gest city of all Scandinavia — about the size of Kansas 
City. Here we are crossing and recrossing canals, which 
traverse in all directions all quarters of the city. We go 
to the H6tel Grand; for the Grand in all the principal 
cities of Scandinavia is the best. It is now only three 
weeks since we left Kansas City, but these three weeks 
have been full to the brim of interest and pleasure. 
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Sunday morning, the 20th, we are seated on the 
little steamer (ninety-five ore) for Djurg&rden or Skansen, 
the zcjlogical garden, where we are to see Scandinavia and 
Lapland in miniature. Skansen is an island, and com- 
mands a fine view of the city and harbor, the lagoons, the 
canal-boats, villas, beer-gardens, concert -halls, theatres, 
churches, Parliament Houses, the King's Palace, and the 
magnificent piles of buildings, both private and public. 
At Djurg&rden there is a fine collection of animals and 
birds, a large museum, and some little one-story houses 
with sod roofs containing the original furniture of the peo- 
ple who inhabited these houses centuries ago. From these 
Lapps come forth, old and young, with their sledges and 
reindeers. The girl waitresses at the tables and shop- 
girls here in Skansen all dress in their native costume, 
which is very picturesque. This evening they are to 
have their different dances in national dress. Beer and 
wine are sold at all the restaurants and hotels, but there 
is very little intoxication. I have seen but one or two 
intoxicated men; no women. In Edinburgh or London 
one has but to go into the old parts to see drunken women 
staggering through the streets, even with babies in their 
arms. If a man becomes tipsy in a saloon here, the pro- 
prietor has to hire a cab and send him home.| While vis- 
iting Skansen, or S candinavia in miniature, this conserva- 
tion of antique household utensils, art, costumes, etc., of 
the earlier prince and peasant, there occurred to me the 
desirability of a move In America to collect and conserve 
some of the lore of our red-skinned aborigines. Why not 
we in Kansas City? Located as we are mid -continent, 
within easy communication of the several remnants of the 
tribes, why not take steps to establish an Indian village, 
to which the tourists could come and see the natives in 
their original attire, smoking the pipe of peace about the 
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central fire, 
with the 
smoke curUng 
from the i n- 
terwoven 
poles of his 
wigwam o r 
tepee? Would 
not this also 
be a drawing 
card for Kan- 
sas City, their 
former abid- 
ing-place, 

Monday is 

spent largely 

in shopping. 

We go first 

to Cook' s 

office, to get 

some money 

FJORD AT SAL'KJOBADBN. cxcha n g e d. 

We take a 

tally-ho ride of four hours over the city, stopping at the 

Opera-house Restaurant, a charming place overlooking 

the waters ; the tcUile d'h$te is enlivened with an orchestra. 

The people here are more quiet in their manners. 

There is more formality and dignity of mien. There is 

little or no caste, yet there is no sufh thing as familiarity 

between servant and master. The peasant never thinks 

of using the personal pronoun in speaking to or of his 

superior, "Would the Doctor or Mrs." have so and so, 

not "Would you." On the other hand, the upper class 

treat their servants with civility and courtesy, and always 
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with a dignified manner, with no approach to familiarity. 
Children are taught to respect their elders. One cannot 
help noticing the difference between the servants here and 
those of our country. Here you are approached with 
deference and courtesy. 

August 20th we take train for Saltsjobaden, one of 
the popular resorts of Stockhohn, a charming spot on an 
arm of the Baltic Sea, a fjord of several miles in length, 
but only one or two miles in width. The hotel and res- 
taurant are located among the pines upon a little isl- 
and approached by bridges, under which are almost con- 
stantly gliding skiffs and small sailboats, with now and 
then steam and electric yachts. At this moment (11 130 
A. M.) we are sitting at the water's edge, among the rich 
purple heather, which grows luxuriantly in Sweden, lis- 
tening to the gurgling waters as they kiss the pebbly shore, 
the soughing of the pines, and viewing the charming vista 
of land and sea; boats coming and going, red -tile- roofed 
cottages peeping from out the brakes and fir-trees. At 
12 :30 we go up to the restaurant, where from these lofty 
heights we gain even more charming views. And added 
to thera, most excellent music, with a fine taik d'hote 
dinner. The dining-room is quite elegant in structure 
and appointments; all sides being of plate-glass, one can, 
with excellent cuisine, feast the eye, the soul, and the 
palate all at one and the same time. The tables are dec- 
orated with flags of many nations; we naturally take seats 
under the Stars and Stripes. Because that is the pret- 
tiest? Yes; and because it is the insignia of the grandest 
country of the world and the most advanced civilized 
people, and because we are Americans and "Old Glory" 
belongs to us. Returning, we take a small steamboat, 
Gustafberg III., and wind in and out between precipitous 
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banks of the 
jjords, taking, 
instead of 
thirty m i n - 
utes, as in go- 
ing by train, 
nearly two 
hours in re- 
tuming^ ^ 

GotaCakai.. 
The follow- 
ing morning 
we say good- 
bye to this 
fairy city — 
the "Venice 
of the North " 
— and in - 
struct our cab- 
man to drive 
us (ninety ore 

PASSING INTO THE LOCK. fgj. jjjg ^^]^^ 

instead of 

three kroner for the hotel omnibus) to Gota Canal boat- 
landing, where the little ship Juno awaits us. The Cap- 
tain says, "You have no ticket for the boat; you can't 
go." "1 paid for one, and have been waiting for three 
days for this boat." "Well, there is no place; all rooms 
are taken, and I must go. We sail in five. minutes. You 
will have to get off." "Icannot; I must go on this boat 
or suffer great loss." "Well, there is one place in the 
men's cabin and one in the women's you can have at 
twenty kroner each." "Very well, sir; we shall have to 
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take them. 
You can tele- 
graph to the 
Company; 
here is my re- 
ceipt. I can't 
read Swedish, 
but what is 
this 'No. 11' 
for?" "Min 
Gud! I over- 
looked that ; 
I only saw 
your railroad 
ticket to Co- 
penhagen. I 
beg your par- 
don. They 
haven't your 
name correct, 
however, but 

it is all right; peasants supplying the "jdno" with food 
No. II is 
yours." 

Now we are happy, steaming out of the harbor down 
the famous Gota Canal of locks, lakes, and beautiful 
scenery. At 12:30 we come to the first lock, where we 
halt for a few moments. Several old women under yokes, 
with red bandanas on their heads, bring bread and cake; 
but 1 prefer their pictures to their bread. At 2 p. m. the 
bell rings for dinner. American-like, we have already se- 
lected our place at the head of the table, where we can 
easily and quickly retire should occasion demand. We 
sit down, when we notice everybody else is taking a plate 
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and selecting 
from various 
dishes of cold 
meats, fish, 
and salads 
from the side- 
board. In the 
desire of a 1 1 
to partake at 
one and the 
same time, 

Mrs. T 

feels her dig- 
ni t y s o m e- 
what tramp- 
led upon; but 
when we are 
all seated and 
the soup is 
passed, fol- 
lowed by hot 
fish, game, 
roast, V e g e- 

tables, etc., she becomes again reconciled. I noticed 
upon the sideboard several decanters of white liquor, 
from which many were helping themselves, and, not 
wishing to be outdone, I stepped up, took one of the 
little glasses, filled it with the clear fluid, and took a 
mouthful, which came near stranghng me. The Captain 
says, "You find it strong?" "Yes, rather strong for 
me." "Well, that is our appetizer." "When you are 
in Rome, you must do as the Romans do," Some, I 
noticed, took it before meals, as an appetizer; some after 
meals, as a digester; others took it for both. This white 
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kummin, cog- 
nac, or bran- 
dy, although 
a little strong. 
is certainly a 
good appe- 
tizer, and 
does not seem 
to disturb the 
digestion. It 
is pecuhar to 
Scandinavi a. 
We learn be- 
fore the voy- 
age is over to 
rather like it, 
e s p e c i a lly 
with the pre- 
liminary din- 
ner o f cold 
victuals, 
which, I b e- 

lieve, is also peculiar to Sweden ; found in no other country 
in the world. At 5 o'clock we have passed through several 
locks, and come now to a sort of archipelago. Here we 
glide from the canal among numerous islands into the 
largest bay of the Baltic Sea, and it is nearly morning be- 
fore we get back again into the canal. At breakfast we 
have again the preliminary meal of cold meats, then a 
good hot breakfast is served. 

We are now passing through lock after lock, some 
seventeen or eighteen in a short time. It affords us an 
opportunity for walking along the canal. The path 
stretches through a dense forest of tall white birch, and 
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we pass the 
grave of 
Bultzer Box 
O r 1 an son 

Ploten, the 
founder of the 
canal. At 
1 :3o we have 
again left the 
canal I and are 
sailing 
through Lake 
Wet tern, 
Sweden 'slarg- 
est lake, a - 
sort of inland 
sea, and a 
tempestuous 
time we have. 
The little boat 
Juno is so 
THE "juNo" IN THE LOCK. tosscd about 

that the cook 
is unable to prepare any breakfast, and it is 1:30 p. m. 
before we can even get a cup of coffee. But our Captain 
is at the helm, and we are safely brought once more into 
the canal. The Captain, by the way, is a very pleas- 
ant fellow. The crew all like him, and when a com- 
mand is given, the hat is doffed or a salute made. During 
the dinner hour we pass from "Whitsuntide" to "Mid- 
summer," and here we come to some more locks. Old 
women with their handiwork — lace collars, etc., come 
aboard to sell. They, like the rest of these people, offer 
to sell, but do not press you to buy. There is no pov- 
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erty here, ab- 
solutely n o 

be^jars, and 
these people 
are honest ; a 
pretty good 
re put a ti o n 
for a nation 
to have. Of 
all the emi- 
grants com- 
ing to Amer- 
ica, we espe- 
cially wel- 
come the 
Scan di na- 
vians. They 
are frugal, 
industrious, 
1 a w- abiding, 
self -respect- 



TROLLHATTCH. 



above all, 
honest. 

At 3:30 we arrive at the far-famed majestic Troll- 
hatten, one of the most beautiful stretches of scenery of 
all Sweden, far surpassing the Trossachs of Scotland; for 
here the falls, the cascades, the beetling rocky cliffs, with 
the pine woods, villas, numerous locks and streams, all 
combine to make one of the most charming spots we have 
seen in Sweden, equalling in beauty, if not in grandeur, 
our own Niagara. We get off the canal-boat, walk to the 
first falls.^then up a series of flights to the top of a pre- 
cipitous cliff, and look off and down upon a vista of green 
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fields, water- 
falis, rivm, 
locks, and 
boats. Chil- 
dr"en offer 
themselves as 
guides. Lit- 
tle boys doff 
the cap and 
say, "You 
want a 

g u i d e ? ' ' 
These are 
about the 
only words 
they can say 
i n English, 
We continue 
on foot for a 
distan c e of 

about two MARKET, GOTEBUBG. 

hours, down the cliffs by the waterfalls to the lower lock, 
here to be picked up by our little boat, the Juno, which 
is just now emerging from the lock above. 

Saturday, August 26th, we have traversed to the end 
of the canal and arrived at the seaport city of Goteburg. 
We put up at the Grand H6tel, for the one by this name, 
as in other places of Scandinavia, is the best. Gote- 
burg, similar to Stockholm, has numerous canals tra- 
versing it in many parts. It has a fine harbor, and the 
many boats of steam and sail give to it a special pictur- 
esqueness. I find the market one of the most interest- 
ing features. It is located near the harbor on one of 
the canals, and contains nearly everything — fruits, veg- 

h. I', ii,>^.i.x)i^le 



Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 



etables, flow- 
ers, meats, 
fishes, all 
sorts of wear- 



trinkets, etc. 
I secure sev- 
e r a 1 Kodak 
views, e s p e- 
cially of the 
harbor, g a r- 
den -sauce, 
and flowers. 
The Tr|d- 
gardsforenin. 
gen, or B o- 
tanical G a r- 
den, i s very 
fine,the beau- 
tiful ferns, 
broad- sweep- 

CHDRCH OF ODB LADY, COPENHAGEN. ° paittlS, 

and orchids 
almost equaling those of Kew Gardens of London. Gote- 
burg is a seaport city of about 134,000 people, well 
built, with many palatial residences and fine business 
blocks. The Grand Hotel Hugland is well appointed; 
makes a specialty of its American bar. The cuisine is ex- 
cellent, and we have two hours for our table d'hSte before 
we take the 4 p. M. train for Copenhagen. Before leaving, 
I step into the barber-shop for a parting Swedish shave. 
And, notwithstanding Mark Twain's experience with the 
Euroj>ean barbers, I find this one quite ideal; at all 
events, the barber is aseptic in every particular. In the 
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first place, he uses no brush, sponge, or powder-puff, but 
takes a clean porcelain dish, turns some sterilized water 
into it, and then with soap and fingers lathers the face, 
going over it several times, but only on the parts to be 
shaven, so you have no fear of his shaving your lashes or 
eyebrows. Then,, with a long sweep of the razor, which is 
keen of edge, he shaves from above down to the angle of 
the jaw, then from below on the neck upwards; all the 
time shaving toward the median Hne of the chin; not 
quite so deftly as our friends of The Midland, but with 
great dispatch. The second time over he shaves upward 
from the median line. After shaving, he asks me to 
lean forward over the bowl, from the center of which he 
causes a stream of cold water to jet forth upon my face ; 
after this he sprays with some cologne or perfumed fluid, 
dries with a towel, and we are finished, with no dread of 
having contracted tinea sycosis or any other infectious 
disease. Here, as in other cities of Europe or America, 
they have in the hotels and stations instruments for get- 
ting your weight and spare change. The one at our hotel, 
for a five-ore piece, says that I weigh just 68 kilos. 

Denmark. 
At 5:30 we are steaming along through rather a 
barren, rocky country, beautified with the purple heather; 
but, aside from the fields of oats, barley, and potatoes in 
the valley, it is a desolate -looking expanse. At 10 o'clock 
we reach an arm of the sea, and our train is run upon a 
ferry, which in its crossing of a half-hour gives us an op- 
portunity for supper; and here the custom-house officers 
come to examine our baggage, for we have passed into 
another country — Denmark, and at i :37 we arrive at its 
capital, Copenhagen,' and drive immediately to our H6tel 
d'Angleterre, Our first visit in Copenhagen this Sunday 
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morning is to the Greek church. There is but one woman 
besides ourselves as audience, and she stands back by the 
door. We take one each of a few chairs here in the nave, 
the only ones in the church; but soon a fellow in hvery 
comes with dignity of mien and signals us to vacate. We 
take station by the suppliant at the door and listen to the 
rich voices of the male choir, to the chanting of the priests 
and the ringingof bells. But soon the smoke of the frankin- 
cense becomes too thick for us and we retire, to go to the 
Thorwaldsen Museum of statuary, which I suppose is the 
finest collection of statuary by one man in the world. 
Monday the storm has ceased, and it is bright and pleas- 
ant, so we take a drive over the city, stopping at some of 
the churches, numerous galleries and museums, notably 
the Church of Our I,ady, where are found, a fine array 
in marble, "The Twelve Apostles," by Thorwaldsen. At 
the Palace of Rosenberg there is a rich collection of paint- 
ings and ciirios. This palace is a favorite dwelling-plac 
of the kings and royalties of Denmark. In the ball-room 
or reception -hall are some very fine paintings, repre- 
senting the harbor, full of ships, people, etc. 

But one of the principal attractions for me in Copen- 
hagen is No. 5, Havnegade — Dr. Hansen Grut's eye and 
ear clinic, which I visited with Prof. Grut some eighteen 
years ago. On reaching the place, I do not find my old 
friend, but in his stead his former student, now his col- 
league, Prof. Bjorum, who courteously shows me over the 
place, calling my attention to some new instruments, 
notably one for detecting malingering ; another, the citero- 
scope (a delicate magnet for ascertaining if there be steel 
or iron bodies in the eye), by Prof. Hirschberg; it is not 
always reliable, however, for it sometimes says "No" 
when foreign bodies are present. Dr. Grut has retired, 
and spends his summers at his villa Hummeltuple, about 
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ten miles in the country. So this afternoon we take train 
for Lyngby, thence a carriage drive of about four miles 
to villa Hummeltuple. A little waiting in the drawing- 
room gives us an opportunity of looking through the dense 
woods, with flower gardens in front and a grapery and 
orchard across to the lake in the distance. Soon comes 
the Doctor bustling in, ruddy, hale, and hearty, with a 
"Hurrah!" and "How do you do, Dr. and Mrs. Tiffany? 
God bless you! and you have come across the seas to 
greet us? How do you do? We are glad to see you." 
Here enters Mrs. Grut, a cultured lady. "This is my 
wife, the most marvelous old woman you ever saw— one 
of the first up in the morning, and takes care of this large 
villa and a house full of guests. Yes, I have retired, and 
am happy. You see I am seventy-five, but don't you say 
I am seventy-five years old. I didn't propose to stay in 
the harness until they should say, T don't want that old 
fellow working on my eyes,' so I retired a year and a half 
ago, while I was still young. Did you get my letter? 
No, not yet? Well, we were looking for you. We are 
certainly glad to see you. Won't you have some wine or 
tea? Perhaps you will have some of this fine milk; for 
here in Denmark, you know, we have pure milk. It 
comes to us in glass jars sealed and stamped like this. 
We are well protected against bad or impure milk. It is 
not only analyzed by an inspector, but we have a vet- 
erinary surgeon who examines the sanitary condition of 
the cows, stables, pastures, and foods. The stables must 
be kept clean and sweet. The cows' udders, if necessarj', 
are washed before milking, and they always have clean 
straw for their beds and the offal is kept removed from the 
stable. If these sanitary conditions are not strictly car- 
ried out, the milk is dumped into the ditch ; paid for at 
the first offense, but never thereafter. You were at this 
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villa on your other visit of eighteen years ago? No? 
Well, you must see our garden. We have twenty acres 
of fruits, flowers, and vegetables. My neighbor, Prince 

. has several thousand acres adjoining; some in 

dense woods, in which I take long walks of forty miles 
without stumbling into the ocean. You Americans say 
that you can't take a walk over here before breakfast 
without walking into the sea. Yes, my sight is as good as 
ever; on a clear day I can see Copenhagen, ten miles or 
more away, and I can still see to read without my glasses. 
Yes, my hearing is not quite so acute as when I was a boy, 
but they do not have to roar at me to make me hear. 
Come down and see my graperies; I have them under 
glass; but no artificial heat. When did you say you were 
going? You must return on the first train at 5 p. M.? 
Oh ! well, I am sorry you haven't time to go through my 
woods down to the lake. Come in and have a cup of tea 
before you go." And so we go in and break bread 
with our friends before saying good-bye, and are more 
fully convinced than ever that Dr. Grut and his good wife 
know how to be most happy in their latter days in spend- 
ing a part of the time, at least, in the country, away from 
the turmoil and traffic of commerce, in the quiet of Nature. 
It is almost worth a trip across land and sea of some five 
thousand miles to shake hands with these generous, hos- 
pitable, genuine people — Dr. and Mrs. Hansen Grut. As 
Emerson says: "Once or twice in a lifetime we are per- 
mitted to enjoy the charm of noble manners in the pres- 
ence of a man or woman who have no bar in their nature, 
but whose character emanates freely in their word and 
gesture. A beautiful form is better than a beautiful face; 
a beautiful behavior is better than a beautiful form; it 
gives'a'^higher pleasure than'^statues or pictures; it is the 
finest of the fine arts. A man is but a little thing in the 
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midst of the objects of Nature, yet by the moral quahty 
radiating from his countenance he abolishes all considera- 
tions of magnitude, and in his manners equals the majesty 
of the world. I have seen an individual whose manners, 
though wholly within the conventions of elegant society, 
were never learned ^here, but were original and com- 
manding and held out protection and prosperity; one who 
did not need the aid of a court suit, but carried the holiday 
in his eye; who exhilarated the fancy by flinging wide the 
doors of new modes of existence; who shook oil the cap- 
tivity of etiquette with happy-spirited bearing; good- 
natured and free as Robin Hood, yet with the port of an 
emperor, if need be — calm, serious, and fit to stand the 
gaze of millions." 

On our return to Copenhagen we do some shopping; 
buy especially some more of the handsome postal cards. 
Eight-twenty brings us to the grill-room, where during 
our supper we are treated to some excellent orchestral 
music, with Julian Oleson as director. We notice, for 
the first time in this country, young women here in the 
restaurant smoking cigarettes. They are evidently for- 
eigners. Tuesday morning it is raining torrents again, 
and 1 am in the drawing-room writing up my notes, 
when I hear someone ask where he can find Dr. Tiffany. 
IxKiking up, I perceive onr old friend Dr. Grut, who has 
braved the storm and wants to know if I have found my 
camera I left in the train when going out to see him yes- 
terday. "I telegraphed last night, and also telephoned 
this morning, but they say that they have seen nothing of 
it." "Oh, yes; Doctor, I am sorry to have put you to so 
much trouble and doubly sorry that you came out in this 
inclement weather. The camera came almost as soon as 
I did last night, thanks to your kindness in telephoning." 
"Ohlallright; then you have it, I was afraid that there 
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might be a delay and you not get it before you should 
want to leave. T don't mind this weather; I am used to 
it. This is my day in the city anyhow. You see, I have 
some of my old patients who won't give me up, so I come 
in once a week to see them." 

It is rather amusing to see how all nations approach 
the telephone. They seem to regard it as a Yankee, and 
it has to be set going in the original vernacular before any 
communication can be transmitted. I have noticed in 
all countries that before speaking they invariably say, 
"Hello!" Be they German, Swiss, Swedes, French, or 
Italian, they first say, "Hello!" and then go on talking in 
their native tongue. 

Germany. 

Now we are well on our way to Berlin, which we are 
to reach this evening at 8 :50, for it does not take very long 
to go from one country to another in Europe. We pass 
through some very rich meadows, where are tethered 
many cows. They tether them by ropes or straps to one 
front foot, only allowing them to crop the grass in certain 
places, thus not wasting more than they would eat by 
trampling it down. 

Game law here is well enforced, and in our passing we 
see all along many wild deer grazing in the fields. Two- 
thirty brings us to the second ferry, which requires two 
hours to cross, giving us ample time to enjoy a table d'hote 
dinner. We arrive at Bostock at 5:10 p. m., where again 
the officers enter and demand if we have any dutiable 
goods, for we are now in Germany. 

Wednesday, August 30th,, at 12:35 we are sitting in 
the ante-chamber of the King's Palace, BerUn, waiting for 
the doors to be opened. The guard changes at 1 45, when 
the Royal Band plays. At 3 p. m. I go to Karl Strasse 26, 
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but the boy says, "Prof. Hirschberg is not here; he is at 
his private place at this hour." So I drive there, and 
when I announce myself, Dr. Hirschberg says: "Oh, 
yes; this is Flavel. I am glad to see you. How is Mrs. 
Tiffany? Come in and see Mrs. Hirschberg. You must 
both dine with us on Sunday. Here is a book of mine on 
refraction for you, and there is one for Mrs, Tiffany — my 
trip from New York to San Francisco. I had a very de- 
lightful time attending your congress in Portland this 
summer. I was well taken care of by the Americans." 
Dr. Hirschberg is now full professor of ophthalmology in 
the University of Berlin, and is enjoying a most excellent 
practice. He is the author of several good things on oph- 
thalmology; notably his giant magnet and citeroscope. I 
remarked to him, "You give much of your valuable time 
to the public cHnic." "Yes, we give the same careful at- 
tention to the indigent as to the rich. I don't care for 
money; have always had all I wanted and shall have. 
Why is it that the Americans work so hard for the al- 
mighty dollar?" "Because they have it to earn if they 
have it at all. We don't inherit it, as you do." How- 
ever, I think the Europeans are not free from the itching 
palm. I notice in all of the shop windows posted, "Full 
value allowed for the American dollar." Dr. Hirschberg 
is very careful in his record of each case, taking history, 
symptoms, vision, field of vision, mapping out the picture 
of the fundus of each case. He said that while visiting 
oculists in America he often found, when he asked for a 
record of some interesting case, that they had none. He 
says that he has a good memory; can repeat Greek and 
. Latin verse of his youth, but would not think of trusting 
his memory in these clinical cases. 

And right here I want to say to you, gentlemen, that 
it is my custom to note in every case who comes to my 
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office. I always record the name, age, nationality, birth- 
place, occupation, residence, color of eyes, temperament 
of each one of my patients, and then the history as gotten 
from the patient himself, if possible— not from the at- 
tendant; mapping out the field of vision, any existing 
scotoma, etc. 

Dr. Hirschberg, in mentioning his last visit to 
America, remarked that Mrs. Tiffany and I were from the 
abominable prohibition State of Kansas, where they 
wouldn't serve him any beer. "But," he said, "I finally 
got a ranchman to get me a bottle, but I was afraid to 
offer him a fee, for fear he would put a bullet through me. 
I found out afterwards that I should have been safe in 
offering him a cigar or inviting him to come and see me in 
my home here in Berlin." I say: "You were in some- 
thing of the condition I was when first I landed in Eng- 
land, some thirty years ago; after receiving some service 
at the hands of a bobby, I asked him to come in and have 
a drink. He said: 'No; but if you want to give me 
tuppence-ha'penny I can go in when 1 am off duty.' " 
Before leaving. Dr. Hirschberg brings in his assistant, a 
six-footer, and introduces him as the biggest oculist in 
Berlin. 

But we must not tarry longer in Berlin, for it is now 
time to take Zug for Wiesbaden. We are careful to get 
one having a Speisef-wagen, for now they have dining- 
cars here, as in America; rather primitive ones, but 
better than none. The conductor comes for more marks, 
saying that we are on an express train and must pay extra. 
As we pass into Germany, women are again seen in the 
fields plowing, some hitched up with dogs, some with an , 
ox, an ass, or a cow. However, one sees more beautiful 
women on the streets of Berlin than in almost any other 
city in the world. On our way to Wiesbaden we pass 
through a country rich in grain, fruits, and meadows. 
,^.uu^Xie 
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HOT SFBINGS, WIESBADEN. 

We reach this popular health resort at (y p. M. and put up 
at the. Hotel. Rose, a magnificent pile of granite, much of 
it^Hned with marble, plate-glass mirrors everywhere; 
table and bed are of the most immaculate linen. After 
fabk d'hSte, we wind our way zigzag to the top of the hill; 
here we find a restaurant and dining-hall, where plays 
every evening one of the finest orchestras of Germany 
It is a fairyland of flowers, shrubs, and cascades, all bril- 
liantly lighted by an elaborate system of electric lights. 
In the morning we'go out to the hot springs and drink our 
glass of hot water as it bubbles boiling from the springs 
at the temperature of 141° F. Here we find hundreds of 
people from all parts, for Wiesbaden, you know, is a very 
popular place for the over-worked, the ennuye, dissipated, 
and dyspeptic. But our chief interest here is to meet the 
oculist, Prof. Pagenstecker, the author of the yellow oxide 
ointment, and to see his fine cbnic. Dr. Pagenstecker 
shows me about his new Eye Hospital, and asks me to 
stay and assist him in some operations, but time will not 
permit. We must again be on the wing. We are now 
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booked for Utrecht, where dwells the well-known oculist 
Dr. Snellen, the author of the Snellen's test type, so 
widely used by the oculists of the world. So with a hand 
full of marks I hand one to this fellow and one to that as 
we say good-bye to Wiesbaden. The chief declines, and 
I tap him on the back and ask him to come and see me 
in Kansas City. 

Netherlands. 
Our way lies along the banks of the beautiful Rhine 
river, and as we pass Bingen, Riidesheim, and the Rhein- 
stein Castle (our old haunts of more than a quarter of a 
century agone) I can't help wishing I were a boy again 
just for the night, and might stop off and live over some 
of those happy days of several weeks spent here while a 
student ; but that may not be, and we must move on. At 
6 o'clock we reach the Netherlands, with their numerous 
canals and windmills, their spotted black and white cattle 
everywhere. Wagon-roads as well as railroads are all 
built many feet above the level of the country. At 7 we 
come to Emmerich in Holland, and again the custom- 
house officers come to examine our baggage. This cus- 
tom-house business seems a farce, a needless expense for 
(ach of these little countries. When free trade is estab- 
lished, I suppose that they will be done away with. In 
Utrecht, as I stroll down the streets dogs, hitched to milk- 
and vegetable-carts, with men, women, and children 
guiding them, are seen in every direction, and wooden 
shoes are clapping the stone pavement. This city, like 
Amsterdam and Rotterdam, is cut up with canals; boats 
of many kinds are constantly passing and repassing. We 
put up at Hotel des Pays Bas, the best in Utrecht, but not 
first class. Monday. I go to Prof. Snellen's clinic. The 
father is not in good health and has retired, so I do not 
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see him ; but the son takes me over the chnic and shows 
me what he has. His operating-room is of black walls, 
only alIo\ring light to come from one direction, window or 
electric light. He shows me the guard, invented by his 
father, which they use after cataract-extraction, and pre- 
sents me with one. I am not very well impressed with it, 
however, for I should be afraid it might become mis- 
placed and act as a menace to the eye. The beds here are 
old-fashioned boxes, without springs — in fact, generally 
things seem somewhat antiquated. The people in Hol- 
land are very civil and are known for their cleanliness. 
It is said of them that they never use their front doors 
except for weddings and funerals. 

Belgium and England. 
Leaving Holland, we soon come to another custom- 
house, and then pass into Belgium, and ere bedtime we 
have reached its capital — Brussels, or "Little Paris," as 
it is frequently called, where we stay for a day, long 
enough to make some purchases of Brussels silks and 
laces, and then on we go for foggy old London. Our 
journey this time is via Ostende to Dover. And now 
(2 40 p. M.) we are speeding away a mile a minute through 
"Merry Old England." We put up at the New Savoy, 
one of London's most modem hotels; telephone and bath 
in each room. A few days are spent walking and driving 
up and down the Thames Embankment, the Strand, Ox- 
ford, and Piccadilly, looking into the shop windows, etc. 
In London there is an institute for teaching the blind the 
art and science of massage, and it is said that the blind es- 
pecially adapt themselves to the science, becoming even 
more expert than the masseur with good vision. 

One day is passed at Moorfields, the Royal Ophthalmic 
Hospital ; but it is like whetting the scythe after the frost, 
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MILK-WOMEN, DOG-CART, 'aHD INSPECTOR.f BEUSSILS. 

for nearly all the men I used to know when a student here 
are gone, either retired or dead. George Lawsop's son is 
here, also Lord Lister's nephew; growing young fellows, 
but not yet the size of their predecessors. 

So we go on to Liverpool, and visit Dr. Edgar Browne. 
By the by, while in England, in September, r888, visiting 
Dr. Browne's clinic, I saw a luxation of both lenses by 
traumatism. The patient was a woman of middle age. 
The injury was caused by a blow of the fist in an alterca- 
tion between the woman and her son-in-law. I speak of 
this as a most rare accident, both eyes having been identi- 
cally and simultaneously injured. 

Isle op Man. 
We use the yet two days of spare time for the Isle of 
Man. Our voyage across from Liverpool is a very tem- 
pestuous one— everybody seemed to be regretting it; but, 
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TAILLESS CAT OF THE ISLE OP MAN, 

like the Manxman and his tailless cats, throw us up as you 
may. we come down up:)n our feet, and are ready to spend 
a quiet Sunday with Hall Caine's honest Manxman, with 
Gorry and his san Orry, to see the cavesof thecontra- 
bands, Mona's Waters, Glen Grandle, Dhoon, and other 
places of interest. 

Returning from Ramsey, we take seats in the tally-ho 
for Peel. Our first place of interest is Tynwald Hill, adown 
which they used to roll witches in barrels. On a knoll near 
there they now, on the fifth of July of each year, read the 
laws of the island, both in Manx and in English. It is said 
of this hill, that if you here make a wish and don't tell any- 
one, it will surely come to pass. On our way to Peel we 
stop at one of the old hostelries where years ago they used 
to serve beer dipped from the bucket, and one would 
drink so much that his belly wjuld be seen some time be- 
fore the man appeared. (So says our driver.) We at this 
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time only take 
a glass with 
bread spread 
with white 
butter. Peel 
Castle is 
mostly in 
ruins, but 
some o f - its 
towers are in 
a fairly good 
state of pres- 
ervation, hav- 
ing stood th^ 
tides and tem- 
pests for 
SBAL OP ISLE OF MAW. more than 

fourteen hun- 
dred years. The castle is sitiiated on an island — St. Pat- 
rick's Isle. We approach it by ferry. The castle was 
once the burial-place of kings; at least, it is authenti- 
cated that King Godred was buried here on the loth of 
November, ii87,and KingOlaveonthe 21st of May, 1237. 
" Coming back, we call at the home of Hall Caine, a 
beautiful villa in a dense grove of pines. Mr. Caine is now 
in America. On my inquiring of the driver if the people 
spoke Manx on the island, he humorously replied; "No, 
not very much now. If a Maxman goes to London for a 
few days, he comes back so polite that you would think 
he had swallowed a pair of stairs, and can no longer twist 
his mouth into shape to speak Gaelic." Manannan, the 
first inhabitant of the Isle of Man, was supposed to have 
sprung from the sea, becoming a human being. He rode 
the famous horse Enbarr with the flowing mane, which 
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traveled with equal ease on land and sea and was as swift 
as the cold winds of spring. Manannan was known as 
king, warrior, tradesman, navigator, magician, and god of 
the sea. He is said to have rolled on three legs, like a 
wheel, through the mist. Manannan was also a celebrated 
merchant and was the best pilot in the west of Europe. 
He knew the periods of bad weather and those of the- 
best ; hence could guide ships aright. He also figures as the 
king of the fairies in the land of promise. In appearance 
hiscountenancewasof the splendor of the setting sun, and 
so bright was it that one could not look into his face. His 
strength was Herculean. On one occasion he lifted a large 
block of granite of several tons' weight from the castle wall 
and hurled it across the vale to the opposite hill, several 
miles away, where it is seen to this day and still holds the 
print of his hand. His grave is said to be that green mound 
about one hundred feet long just outside of Peel Castle, 
The people of the Isle of Man are very kind and help- 
ful to one another. It is said by them that when a 
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poor man 
helps another 
poor man, 
God himself 
smiles. They 
are very 
credulous and 
have many 
superstitions. 
With them: 
Salt is a pro- 
t e c t i o n 
against fairies 
and magi, 
cians. Awhite 
stone is con- 
sidered u n - 
lucky. Iron 
tongs are 
placed at the 
door of a new- 
iTH LACHs ON THE " ivERNiA " bom baby, 

AT QUEENSTOWN. j^ pfOtCCt i t 

from the fairies. Horseshoes are seen over the doors of 
house, stable, and cowshed, to protect against the evil 
spirits. An elder-tree is seen growing by the side of nearly 
every cottage. This elder-tree is supposed to be the one 
upon which Judas Iscariot hanged himself, and has the 
virtue of protection against sorcery and witchcraft. The 
thorn-tree is venerated. They claim that it is the favorite 
haunt of the fairies, they having been seen dancing in its 
branches; therefore there is a great prejudice against cut- 
ting this tree down. The four-leaved clover keeps milk 
from turning sour and also wards off witches. The mag- 
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pies are lucky or unlucky birds, according to the number 
of them seen at the time: one magpie for sorrow, two for 
death, three for a wedding, and four for a birth. The 
raven has an uncanny reputation, because he is supposed 
to be the messenger of Odin. Proverbs : When sea-gulls 
come inland and rooks fly to the mountains, look out for 
a storm. If the porpoises gambol about the ship, it means 
a storm. He who will lie down with the dogs will rise up 
with Heas. A liar will not be believed though he speaks 
the truth. One scabby sheep infects the whole flock. 
SoDn ripe, soon rotten. Empty vessels will make the 
most noise. It is not the man who has little who is 
poor, but he who desires much. 

Homeward BotTND. 
On our way back Monday morning the sea was calm, 
and we are treated to some Manx music. A man and his 
consort come out with violin and mandohn and sing some 
Manx songs. The woman has a rich contralto and the 
man a good baritone. Reaching Liverpool, we complete 
our shopping, go to the gallery where an artist {C. H. Chap- 
man) is doing a painting for us, and then Tuesday, at four- 
thirty, we embark, again on the Ivemia. for Boston, Our 
chairs on saloon deck are placed as per request before 
leaving the boat ; also those at our favorite (the Purser's) 
table. Time of bath (6 in the morning) selected, and we 
are in good trim for the home voyage, which is without 
special event. Friday is the day for spouting whales, for, 
with other warm-blooded iish mammals, they are to be 
seen in full force, often throwing their backs many feet out 
of the water. Saturday, a mild, calm day, is devoted to 
contests, such as an egg race, a three-legged race, a tug-of- 
war, etc. 



■'gic _ 



S6 Trip to the "Land of the Midnight Sun." 

After a r - 
riving in Bos- 
ton the after- 
noon of the 
eighth day, 
we run down 
to New York 
for a short 
visit with the 
oculists and 
auristsof our 
great metrop- 
olis. Here I 
meet again 
several of our 
men; notably 
Drs. R o o s a, 
Webster, 
K n a p p , 
Weeks, and 

NRW YORK SKYSCRAPER, "THK FLATIRON." Dench 

I saw Dr. Weeks perform a very skillful piece of oph- 
thalmic surgery, a graduated tenotomy for convergent 
strabismus. The patient was a highly nervous young 
Cuban lady. Local anfesthesia was employed, and so 
dextrous and gentle was the technique that the patient 
declared she experienced no discomfort whatever. The 
Doctor stated that he intended to advance the external 
rectus, if the case demanded, at a subsequent time. 

My last day is spent in the New York Eye and Ear 
Infirmary with Dr. Dench, who does several mastoid opera- 
tions. He now cuts away the posterior wall of the meatus, 
connecting the mastoid cavity with the tympanum, puts 
in primary skin-grafts, closes up the wound at the back of 
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CONEV ISLAND, NEW YORK. 

the ear, and does his packing and subsequent treatment 
through the external meatus. 

Before taking my departure from New York, 1 walk 
across the Brooklyn Bridge, and then take train for Coney 
Island, where 1 take a dip in the briny surf and then hie 
myself back to Northboro, Massachusetts. A few more 
days are spent here, making apple cider, writing up my 
notes, and then on for Kansas City, where yesterday, Octo- 
ber ist, ended my vacation. And I now am in the harness 
again. And I may be like my musical friend, Professor 

Behr, who said, when he was asked by Mrs. J, S , if he 

didn't find it hard to settle down after his summer vaca- 
tion, "Yes, but a d d sight harder to settle up," 
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